The Tugedte o/Hamlet 

Ham.hny thing but to’th purpofe;you were fent for,and there 
isakjmdcfconfeflioninyourlookes,which your modefties haue 
not.fcraft enough to cullour , I know the good King and Queene 
hatfe fent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Hap*. That you mull teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
Rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancieofouryouth,by the 
obi gation of our euer prefeiued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer ean change you withal,be euen and diredt with 
mee whetheryou were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? 

Hatn.N ay then I haue an eieofyou,ifyc ulouetne hold not off. 
Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham.l will tell you why fo fhall,my anticipation preuent yout 
difcoucrie & your fecrccic to the King and Queen moult no fca. 
ther, I haue oflate, but wherefore 1 know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of exercifcs , and indeede it goes foe heauily 
with my difpolition,thac this goodly frame the earth, feems to me 
a flerill promontorie, this moft excellent Canopic the aire, looke 
you, this brane ore- hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foule 
and peftiletit congregation of vapours. What peece of workeis 
a man, how noble in reafon,how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing,how exprefle and admirable in adlion, bow like an An. 
gell in apprehension, how like a God : the beautie of the world; 
the parragon of Annimales,&yet to me, what is this quinteffcnce 
of duft ? man delights not mee nor woman neither, though by 
your foiling you feeme to fay fo. 

Rof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

//<««. Why did yee laugh then, when I faid man delights not me. 

Rof. To thmke my Lord if you delight not in man,what Lenten 
entertainment the plaiers fhall recciuefrom you, wee coted them 
on the way, and fcether are the coming to offer you feruice. 

Harp. He that plaies the King fhall be welcome, his Maiefte 
(hall haue tribute on mee , theaduentcrous Knight fhall vfe his 
foyle and target, the louer fhall not ling gratis, the humorous mafl 
fhall end his part in pe-ce and the Ladic fhall fay hermindfredy: 
or the blanke verfe fhall hault for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in,theTra? 
gedians of the Citie. Ham, 


<Prince o/Denrtiarke. 

JJdnt. How chances it the trauailc? their refidcncc both inre- 
«utation and profit was better both waies. 

^ Rof. I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the 


late innouation# . 

Han>.Do the hold the fame eftitnaeion they did when I was 

jn the Citie ? are they fo followed ? 

Rof. No indeede ate they not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange,for my Vncle is King of Denmark*, 
& thofe that would make mouths at him while my father lined, 
eiue twentie,fortie, fiftie,a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’bloud there is fomething in this more then natu- 
rally Philofophy could fin d it outu t/i flour ifh. 

Guyl. There are plaiers. V J 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands, 
comethen th’apportenanceof welcome is faftiion and ceremo- 
uie j let mee comply wirlvyou in this garb : let nay extent to the 
Plaiers. which I tell you muft fhowc fairely outwards, fhould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome : 
but my Vn de-father, and Aunt-motber,are deceaucd. 

guyl. In what my deare Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North- weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I Jtnow a Hawke, from, aHaud-faw. 


Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham . Hark you Gtyldenflirnt, and you to, are each eare a hearer, 
that great babie as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
Rof, Happily he is the fecond time come to them , for they fay 
an old mao is twice a. child. 

Ham. I will prophet ie that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers; 
mark* it, you fay right fir a Monday morning c’was then indeed. 

*?*/. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when Roffiut was 
an A&orinRumf* 

Pol ; The Adfors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz, 

Pol. Vpon my honour. 

Ham. Then came each Adler on his Affe. 
fV.Thebeft adfors in the world, either for Tragedie,Comedie, 
Hift©rie s PaftorallpPaft©ral-Comicall,Hiftorical-Paftorall, feeme 

iodettidabke 



